Gustave Flaubert Letters

My work does not go very well. I hope that I shall finish
my second part in February. But in order to have it all finished
in two years, I must not budge from my arm-chair till then.
That is why I am not going to Nohant. A week of recreation
means three months of revery for me. I should do nothing but
think of you, of yours in Berry, of all that I saw. My unfor-
tunate spirit would navigate in strange waters. I have so little
resistance.

I do not hide the pleasure that your little word about Sa-
lammbo gives me. That old book needs to be relieved from a
few inversions, there are too many repetitions of alors, mals and
et. The labor is too evident.

As for the one I am doing, I am afraid that the Idea is de-
fective, an irremediable fault; will such weak characters be inter-
esting? Great effects are reached only through simple means,
through positive passions. But I don't see simplicity anywhere
in the modern world.

A sad world! How deplorable and how lamentably grotesque
are affairs in Italy! All these orders, counter-orders of coun-
ter-orders of the counter-orders! The earth is a very inferior
planet, decidedly.

You did not tell me if you were satisfied with the revivals at
the Odeon. When shall you go south? And where shall you
go in the south?

A week from today, that is to say, from the 7th to the 10th
of November, I shall be in Paris, because I have to go saunter-
ing in Auteuil in order to discover certain little nooks. What
would be nice would be for us to come back to Croisset together.
You know very well that I am very angry at you for your two
last trips in Normandy.

Then, I shall see you soon? No joking? I embrace you as I
love you, dear master, that is to say, very tenderly.

Here is a bit that I send to your dear son, a lover of this
sort of fluff:
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